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The Union, in its methods and its principles, was the
logical climax of the policy Pitt had pursued in Ireland,
In every phase it had been his consistent aim to keep the
control of Irish policy in the hands of the English Govern-
ment, and in his wish to check the development of a strong
and national Parliament in Dublin, he had shown no mercy
to his own reputation or to the public morality of Irish
politics. Pitt bore Ireland no ill-will ; to the bristling
problems of Irish commerce he brought the most enlightened
mind of his day, and in considering his long career of resist-
ance to reform, and his final destruction of freedom, the
courage and the statesmanship of his proposals for Free
Trade must never be forgotten. But the prospect of a
vigorous nationalism made him tremble for the English con-
nection, and he held that no method of averting that danger
was unlawful. The Act of Union was the final stage in this
policy, and the prodigal bribery which carried it was merely
a dramatic and concentrated application on a grand scale
of the familiar methods of Dublin Castle. The scale was
munificent and unique, and history cannot match the
mighty pageant of corruption, intimidation, and perfidy
which marked the fifth Act of Grattan's Parliament. The
patriots fought sternly to the last, and their leader, abandon-
Ing his forlorn retreat, returned to Parliament with crippled
health, and covered with the wounds of calumny and in-
gratitude, to illuminate, by one last effort of his splendid
genius, the closing hours of the Parliament which seventeen
years before had borrowed from his triumphs a new vitality
and an unconquered hope. Too weak to stand, he sat in
the faded uniform of the volunteers, itself a sad allegory
of the faded expectations that once had sparkled before that
resolute army of Ireland's sons. That uniform reminded
men in the hour of the degradation of Parliament, that only
a few years ago the regeneration of that Parliament seemed
as certain as the morning's sunrise. It reminded them that
Irishmen who now looked in each other's faces across the
smoke of civil war and the bloody mists of torture and